scene 3 A fathomless void.
A man, age 57, in blood-soaked robe and pajamas, his head exploded.
A visitor, age 56, in casual street attire. Me? Hanging around. Hovering, more like it.
man: Explain your presence, please. You're in my home.
visitor: Do you refer to a "house"?
man: I do. This house.
visitor: There's nothing here but you and me.
man: Again I ask, and one last time?before I act.
visitor: Well, I'll be damned! I recognize you now.
man: Of course you do, unless you've burgled us At random. State your business, sir, at once.
visitor: You're Melvin Purvis, G-man?"Senior" G-man.
Hero of cereal box and radio.
The man who collared Dillinger. I'm not a member, but I love the greens. Sort of a guy I kind of knew but didn't Like. My Anna fed him to you. Me?
I was already in Portland.
purvis: Jimmy Lawrence.
dillinger: You asked for Johnny and she brought you Jimmy.
purvis: Oh yes, the whore, the madam, Anna?
dillinger: Sage.
purvis: Your Judas paramour. I thought I smelled a rat.
dillinger: You wanted a rat. She brought you the cheese.
Remember: Judas is always working for Jesus. That is, they're grown now, out of the house, But I was pretty well the dad who raised them This puts our Division on the map! We had him in the alley. I said, "Drop it, Johnny," I said, "We've got you covered." He turned, unfurled his coat, went for his gun.
Hollis opened fire, the others too.
I never even flicked my safety off.
He dropped like a puppet with his strings cut.
Dead before he hit the grease! I have a headache! Fact is I studied with an eye on law.
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Went to the local college, just three years. In an attempt to minister to his wounds They cut his clothing from him in the van As I was watching. Never such a one
On any human being. There was gathered
All the animal evil in him, coiled And burgeoning.
int: I see. I shouldn't?well.
?I am that very ordinary bird called
The Carolina Pot-gut Button-popper.
Middle-aged old rooster with his wings clipped.
Tell the truth I wouldn't be surprised
One morning if I laid a egg! Rr-rr Rr-roo! My wife thinks I'm a clumsy oaf.
I'm no longer the graceful oaf she married.
...Never a G-man. Naught but a Junior G-man.
I haven't got what it takes to be a G-man. The coroner counted seventeen bullet holes. The men of the bureaus; we, the Bureaucrats! We who stalk our shadows in the halls,
We who strum the blades of pages with
The ridges of our fingerprints. In battle
We unsheath the alphabet and drive deep
The Dewey decimal. Quite right?small stuff.
Yet we accomplish in the aggregate
What Hercules and Theseus would've?
Theseus married, as I think you know,
The Queen of the Amazons. I shall never marry.
I am wife and husband to this work.
"Bureaucrat." The word makes music.
I am having our branch redesignated:
No more "Division of Investigation."
Is this a division??Are we, then, dividers?
No! "Bureau" is the French for "desk":
Our steed, our tank, our Howitzer. 
